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fe he ae ee ee 
THE  MEDTING. 


, it wes spring tiie in. tteyns Theme Was a cool nip in: the gir 

epiawing over the hegdlunds us Robert Griffith passed through the Vil- 
lage of Aberderon,up along the nurrow twisting path by Porth Neudu to 
Oe Oh-y-Pwil, Robert Was a ryll,dark-hsired youth oF some 19 sum. 


ee 


mers and he walked with an athletic pride. He swung his broud: . 
expansive shoulders in rhythm, whistling softly an old Welsh giv. He- 
“wore 4 rough tweed coat and a pair of flannel trousers and his Tine-— 
ly moulded and tanned face showed.« shrewd head and 4 clear mind. , 
One would have easily taken him for a schoolmaster OP 4 minister. He 
‘was neither. dust the gon of a small farmer, who hed had a fair 
schooling snd now,huving left school, was home helping on the farm. 


His fine eyes took in the glory of the besutiful naturel survound- 
ings. Reaching the top of the hegdlund he stood stili for @ momen 
looking out to seu. The isiend of Byrdsey Lay like & Auge desert eas 
ship in the.middle of the Sound. Now and again white-winged sessulls 
dipped their wings to sreen-eyed Waves, where % solitary Fishing boat 
tucged st its anchor on the imcominge tide. The green shoots of ‘the 
heather were just beginning to show in contrast to vivid yellow blooms 
ef golden gorse, wiile overhesd a skylark trilled 4 haunting soOnge 








A ery of "Goeee", "Co-ce" brought Robert Drom Mis eat toue, 
Turning round in the direction of the cyll,he saw & ofetty young girs 
of his own. age waving to him. ~ : : 

"tel19 Blodwen. Are you coming down 7 

WAI. Wight, Bobw Wait o minute’. 

With the grace of 4 young doe this dark-eyed girl tplpped over 
the gorse und heather, and was soon at the youth's gide, Her weve 
brown hair flowed in the breeze and there wus a mischievous light in 
her dark brown-.eyese She was the only daughter of Mrs.Roberts, who | 
lived in a-cottsuge on. the mountain, end one of the most. popular earls 

"in the Villace. ; 
"Well,Bob. Have you been waiting Long a . 3 

~ ‘ 'o,Blodwen buch, I'd just come up from the village". ~ ‘Where 
were you last-night ? I didn't see you at the BRisteddfod". 

"Couldn't get away, Bob. Mother's got a bad attack of 'Tlu dnd 
Fic to stey in, i'm sorry TF couldn't come. . 

"you missed some fun. Who do you think won the chief essay * 

"T've no idea", 7 a 

twhy,dack Rhandir"”. 

"Dear mee Pity I couldn't come. But never mind, I've menaged to 
gee you to-night". : 
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The two Lovers, so they were, turned up ‘the old oath, stumbling 
over the stubble an eee the headland overlooking Berdsey Sound. 
It was an ideal evening und the sun setting in the west, ¥inged the 
moorland hills in 4 crimson setting, On a@ moss covered rock they sat 
down end Robert passing his hand through the girl's heir, imprinted 
a kiss on her cheek. 

"Well, Blodwen bach,what's worrying you. You seem rather aes 
Re-nient . 77). 

"an, Bob. i'm thinking whet's going to happen when you Mave. to 
Doin wh! : 

"Don! : worry, Blodwen Dache This war, which none of us want, is 4 
thing we cannot help. i don't want to be a soldier, but what can I do. ‘ 
L'Vé got to go". : 8 


"But it seems shame, Bob, just Wier we were so Nappy baat you 
have to fo away,and woo knows when T*il see you again’. 
_ Never morry, svcetneyrt.. Ae sure as the sun fices sng Sets “Gach P 


Oy.) Licote User, Ihe war hey pe over before I. set there. None ot 

He oy when 10 Will stop. Lt may be over sooner than we teink 
‘When do you go, fob". | | 
Mth 4 week's time. L've had my papers and I've to report xt : 


Cnernarvon to-day week" a 
"Only « week and how I shull mies you,Bob. Think of the times 
we've ned together. ae We've Sut gnd watened the snips passing Out 
Pee fee, The climbs to Anelos end those hat sultry days in Y¥s¢o Muy. 
And now we shall be Ae knows when we'll meet asgein’. 
"Now, 5 sLodwen, beur Wo.) 16's ee hard for me as Dor. gor £ don't 
Went to leuve this | beautiful La say true hebire Soli, Or envy Tore es 
elime. 1 detest the feo, oF fignatin« and killing., Tosme ail men 
ere brothers. Ac zou and ct Look out tonight towards yon setting sun 
and hear the birds erooning in their littie niests benesyth the black- 
-onorn, 1 feel the fend of God everyehere. I cun see a handwork in 
‘the running brook, in the noisy se: waves,in the trees and flowers - 
end hirds. Buy we must fight for freedom and country. ‘God's in His | 
s 


heg venjand whilst tie Hand of 

Oi iiew, Bob. 1 feel the seme and {[ love this Bee eee Land 
ee much He You de. OnLy how Lonely = shell feel Whitest. vou sre 
away" 


Go@ is over us,we are safe" - 
a 


ee Aversa! 


We ap mend, Bi ddwen an. The wor Willoend and tnis trial, for 
such £,firmiy believe it to be,w an bass und.-our, short sepyraution 8 

will be recompensed by our reunion" - 

"Gome sweetheart, the sun is down and the night wind grows cold. 
Let us go home’ 

Val] right, Bob. Shell I see you Ponce a" 

'"ves,Blodwen. There's 4 fine old aroueher: coming to Chapel from 
Liaenrwst. They sey he's « wonderful preacher". : 
"T']1 be there, B00. I know how you love a good sermon’. 

S) 
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|e Bendin. down Robert tenderly kissed Blodwen and squeezing her | 

| hand tightly he lett her et the path leading to her mother's cottage 
on the hill. He stood for u few moments looking up after the Jittle 
figure springing in and out the gorse, and when at last she was lost 
to @ight, turned down the hill towards the village,where the cottage 
lights were now peeping out like will-o-th'-wisps smidst the rocks of 
Lieyns | : : | 

THE SERMON. 


On Sunday: evening «at 6 o'clock « host of people waited inside 
Deunant;, Chapel in expectation of the celebrated minister, the: Kev, 
& David Willisms. Ths Reverend gentlemgn, known throughout Wales for 
. 3 his powerful poresching, had travelled far and wide,to isolated villages 
, and towns,#nd as his fume gcrew,so did nis followers. He was @ grey— 
haired, venerable old men of 65, but the years whilst they told tier 


* 


\ 


tale in bent form and thin, ascetic Fuce, haa fully develoved 125 wore 
derful powers of exovessione : 
Robert: Griffith was. umone the crowd of people assembled, gha De 
could see ucross the sey of. expectant faces, the beloved face of Nis 
seweetheurt,Blodwen. When ail were asceubled,s silent hush teil upon 
ae the congregation,und then the choir started. singing an old Welsh nyin, 
The sound of the old refrsin echoed outside t6 tne Lleyn hill$,Pieine 
and falling in soft. cadences. | 
After prayers and snother hymn, the old minister ascended tne 
nulpit steps,end looking round the crowded sittings,uddressed the 
conerégat ion: - ee 


"Dear Brethren, 





My text this evening is taken from S.Matthew, Chapcer 
. ),the 9th verge; ‘Blessed sre the pee they Shall be. | 
eolléd the -enildren of God’. he dreaded war has Come Ubon UG. Avery 
four and every day we pray that it may cease. That our loved ones Wnic 
are facing. great nerils overseys,may come back safe geains ce 
War is the outcome of man's inhumanity to man, [o" Men aye ai. 
Drothéers in-the-sight of God. Being brothers Means scting in LOVG 
friendship towards each other. Relieving another's burden. Helping 
where we CH. eee ee oe 
- ; But do all of.ue follow that wonderful maxim. We quarrel, carry 
seandal,and back-bite our deurest friends. How different to Christ 's 
teaching. Christ took upon himself the burdens of mankind when he was” 
ervucified on the Cross. He died for you and me. He gave His priceless 
tite thet you and me might. live. . cas 
How many of us live es Christ mesent us to live. £0.40 Go 057] = 
4S we would wish to be done by. Every kind action done in this worlia 
Will, with certuinty,be recorded in the Next. In the Book OF Lite wien 
it is finally wrbtten up, there will be 4 Debit and Credit side. The 
; Zi : 
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“Devit. ‘side eonteine the good deeds you huve done. The Credit side 
records your sins and wickednesses. Make sure there is a good balance 
in your favour,for on that balance rests the hope of heaven in 
eternity. 

? Christ was the Prince of Peace. His gentle nature drew men to 
Him. He loved little children and they loved Him, for Christ saw the 
‘innocence and goodness of childhood shining like a star in 4 dark 
world of sin. He saw the wickedness of man,his passions,his deceilts, 
end his love 2 worldly things, thinking Ory Os to- day ond never of 
Tomorrow. 

Out of the fiery erucible of war will come peacee Let us all 
gathered here tonight Sornestly pray that it may be a lasting peace, 
& worthy peace and u peace that will bring us together as brothers 
and workers for Christ to the glory of His name and His everlasting ~ 
“fame! 

A deep ‘silence followed the last words of the aged pre cher and 
then va Choi oe forth in singing:- 

; su, Lover of my soul, 
bet me to Thy bosom fly, 
Whike the nesrer waters roll. 
While the tempest still is high; 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, ; 
Till the storm of life. is. past; 
Safe into the haven guide; 

O veceive my souk gt leet ¢ 

AS Ropert Griffith reached the door he found Blodwen by his 
side end threading their way through the crowd, reached the bottom of 
the hill,where their roads divided. ree 

“"Good night, sweetheart. 1'11 see you sometime tomorrow". 

“Good nicht, Bob. Hanpy. dresms". ee 

The days passed rapidly und soon Bob was saying goodbye tc 
Blodwen, her fears flowing unrestrainedly. «Bod tried his best to 
Pe ole her, At lest the girl lifted oer. Tace and imprinting «a 
Pervid kisse-o0n his lips,turned quickly away. 

The ereat, plunging pus Wee Coming down the Hill, und Bob. stenped 
inside, b ee Of fic. First adventure in life, to: join. the army.in 
defence of Hic Country. In an hour's time he was on the train to 
Gaernaruon, wiere he pueced the doctors with flying colours and. was 
Sent to Bedford to join the Monmouths. 

He had taken up 4 cureer he was never destined to complete. 


pr CAMPS =. 

Robert Gniffith had now become » number - 55437 — in tne creat 
army of men that was to win the war. He was given 4a SULt. Of Khakd, 
equipment and rifle, and then detailed off “G6 Ais Section in B 
GCompeny. a 





Soon. afterwurds the bugle sounded Waiehte oun” and Bob settled 
himself down for a good ee g regs st.fThe stitan: ceness of his surround~- 
ings,the total: change in his manner of ex stence and the thought ‘OL 
Blodwen at home,made sleep almost inpossible, though it came at tig 
intervals. a 

Towards morning his slumbers were rudely awakened by the bugler 
sounding "Reveille". 

"Rise end os ed the Sergeant. “Show a Leg. Cine; Or eet: 
of 14, There °s. : sre : 

BoD COt Ur Hoe ae blenkets and followed his companions to the- 
weter trough for s cold wash end shave. The Dbugie then sounded Doe 
i's : 

Weeks went by. ge 4 Paw recruit who did‘ not understand the 
intrbcacies of milit tryining and discipline, Bob progressed and ~ 
blosso med forth into es gees and reliable soldier. He could march, go 
Crean the movements of drill,and luter learned to snoot with P 
ereditable accurucy. He enjoye ed the life under canvass. It reminded 
him of his outdoor life at home and ne revelied in it. Ae pie 

He &lso en joy cd the route tierches. They took him out gilong the 
country lunes..He could hear the birds singing, and see all the signs 
of sweet, A life,in the hedgerows and tne growing fields. Life 
is cweet, he thought, He saw the hand of God everywhere - in the 
abpenme, in the waving corn and the swaying branches of the trees; in 
the eons of the birch and tne merry nfattle of enildren standing by. 

ose Prova Coors : ce 
their cottage door poesia quickly and then Bob. obtained Ais leave. 
Tt was td Be Hie one and: only visit before cnOsnane the 'Herring Pond' 
to France. | te : Toe ee 

He arrived at Pwilheli. at-night ane cought the Last. bus home. ta 
Aberdgron. As he nested nis home he say ne veloved contour of Garn 
Pedryn, the distent outline of ee om Mountein end ‘thought | of the 
morrow when Blodwen and he would meet afSain. 

His father met him ot the sti te. felcome home, Bob. How we've. 
wll missed you". : 

'tNo more than I nA 7e, bud, tos fone to be home “fain”, 

"Come on, Lads capper i waiting. Blodwen will be ae tomorrow, 
never fear". ; 

And father end son corced in at the farmyard, oe father onda 
approval of his tall son, whose fine athletic figure seemed enhanced. : 
by his smart khaki uniform. | 
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Next morning Robert.Griffith walked down to the village and was 
greeted py his many friends. z ros 
"what's soldiering like,Bob ? ", asked Jack Jones, the cobbler's 


Sone 
"Not so bad. The outdoor life is splendid, but I doubt if they'll 


6 





ever take me 4 soldier”. aes 

Wwell,you. aon! & L0Oe-e0 Ged off it; ,anyway''. 

NOW toe food & git right. There's plenty OL it and if 14, is 4 OLE 
rough at times,i've no complaints on that score" , 

: "How long are you here for ? " | , 

4A bare week. I'm off next Monday. I'm on 4 aratt for France’! 

N Whew. They haven't given you much time before sending you 
overseus" 

“Oh, the army moves qu uck ly and I expect they ' Li want«s good few 
men now", 

Well, cheerio, Bob. IT hope we'll see you when it's gll over" 

"Oh,1'11 eome buck a1] right. I'm one of the lucky ones" : 

“With & nod to the others,Bob turned up the old pathway he kn6w so 
well, and looking up suw Blodwen rushing down towards him. 

"Oh, Bob, how “well you look. You are handsomer thun ever''. 

Tow, OW, Blodwene No soft: soupinge I'm just the seme as when I 
went away" | 

"Have vou missed me,Bob ? " 

: "Missed you: Uvery hour and every day. Why I've looked forward to 
this day months ahead. You don't look too well, sweetheart. Been 
Treteing 7 

"What else could I do. Haven't I been thinking oe you every 
day since you went dway and wishing you home again", .. 

"Well here I gym. ave five whole days at bone ce ve to be back 
hg Bedford next Monday". , 

“and what then, Bob ? ie : 

“Well, this is my Pinel leave, I'm’ on 4 draft for Prence", 

"oh, Bob, how terrible" 

MNever mind, little cirl. I'll come through this just as I've 
alWays come through, Where are we going to-day, Blodwen ? " 

“How about 4 pienic to Porth Oer bese He it’s 4 lovely dey” 

WATT Fight. 1'1l be beek- in an hour" , ! 

‘An Hour later: the two lovers were walking ove: the headland to 
Carregs Plas. Blodwen carried a basket of food,and Bob marched slong 
DY Mer side. They were living in gq world of their own. 

The air was warn end the sun shone bravely through the scudding 
eibGude. The Tields We sre full of Flowers, lambs gumbolled. about,and life 
Was gt its full. Tt was the month of July, when earth shows oll her 
beauties and life ie doubly sweete 

ie Soci red creek,the soldier und the maid sat down; to talk of 
Old times and to ext the good eee that-Blodwen'ts mother had 
prepared. . = 

"I've seen some lovely country round Bedf ord, but there's nothing 
tO COMpare with this. So peyceful snd quiet. There's nothing to beat 
Lleyn, Blodwen". 

"Yes, I daresay you aporeciate it all the more,with having been 

2 . | yp 





Bway. Zi ; ee 
“Phet'ts it, sweetheart. ‘Absence makes the heart grow Tonger i 
It's 4 true saying, and how I long for this war to finish that T may 
be home akain” a ie 

"Perhaps it Willy BOON, Bobs The papers seen. to think itr be 
Over soem’. =. | | es 

tenet es whet ni rie: The Germens cannot Last out. They're wp 
ageainet it. They haven't ‘4 chance Ge Lt's only 4 gGuestton.of Uimes | 
Dear,how the time flies. It's 5 o'clock, We'd better be getting back" 

"ald right, Bob. Pack up the baskets oo 

OO Band err es . oe 
Hour days passed ce infanive bliss, But when the Tings day arrived 
Blodwen could. not prevent. the bears trot coursing down her ¢heeks. — 
Bob tried to console her, but. his efiorvs.cnded i a dismel falilupes — 
"Beur up, sweetheart. The war will soon be over". : 

Wi aalnot Helo 1%, Bob. 2 shall be gc lonely here, ond alway $ WiLL 
+ be thinking of you,praying for your, safety”. 

‘Bob-.stood<on the-bridge wea tching the Daron. rippling over ite, 
stony beds His tall. soldierly figure es down to the pretty durk- 
eyed maid and whispered in her ear: "God will take care Of NG, oe 
sweethegrt. Let us put our trust in Him! 

tego we will, Bob.:. he hae never Totled “us yet". one te 

- The plunging bus, came down the hill and a:tew minutes later, Bob 
wae departing. As it rounded a bend oF the roadyhe Looked back and 
esught a glimpse of « white face and a waving handk: erchiefl. ae 

That was the last time Robert Griffith ever saw his sweetheart, 
Blodwen. on : eee 


BOB’ ARRIVES AT THE FRONT. 


® 
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Private ee Griffith artived back as sedford on Sunday evén- 
ing. “in camp be tet his old fried, George Parkinson, and pee bs Gane ey 
reported themselves to the Sergee ants 

West se. Lou +d better Look Slippy, at you don't want 40 mdes 
it", said the Sergeant. : 

After tea,they prepared their beds for. the nights ey 
: Next day there was Roll Cali snd the Grate. tisesued with Fults 
overseas kit, parading ut 9 o'clock for the b;0's inepection.. i 

After inspection the Colonel pope them: "Men of the Monmouth- 
shore's,you are going overseas to fight in one of the greatest strugg- 
les in histery. You Delong: to. g méaamens that hes won renown in the 

ee I,as you Commanding Of icer, nope you will live up to that 
nume. Glorious deeds have been accomplished by men of this bat telion. 
Their names are Ce te: on the scroll of fame. I'm proud or you; 
Monmouthshires. You' y fine set of men and t nope you'll). dogo: 
duty. - Goodbye and good Tuer", 

The band struck up the Regimental murch,and the draft tropped out 


Q 
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ge edit tenes ec ee the roud. echoed to 
he street. were lined with epcon se 
| & gilver lining, | 
ee the durk clouds shining, is 
Turn the dark clouds inside out, ae 
oe nei the boys come home, © = 
There were tears in Bob! s eyes as the band ceas sed playi ng. He 
thought of the ‘home fires! ut home and how he’ longed to be ae 
umong the Lleyn sorselands. | 
/ it Was an uneventiul trein journey to Southemotons. Atsthe d LOCKS 
the men lined up,and some Were detailed off to: loud the ship. 

AY S o'clock the draft embarked and the s.s."Lydia'~-steumed out 
into the open. ses. Each man was given ce Iifepelt. ti Gee tient oF 
Searchliehts, Bob could see the lurking forms of 4 flotilla of destroy- 
ers, the Navy! S protection against German UU. Boats: 

At geyoresk the 'Lydis' ploughed her way into be Havre harbour and 
‘9S she came ulongside the quay, gesticulating Frenchmen shouted their 
Wares and tried to influence buyers. Money was thrown onthe quay. 
Warm bregd rolls descended. They were 4 luxury after a night at seus 

Then the ship took her way to. the. Seine to Roven., It was 4 
delightful journey. The bunks of the river were heavily wooded, and 
here end there,uw village or a church peeped out sinidst tne trees. On 
reaching Rouen the draft disemburked and proceeded to the Camp. 

For @ week the men underwent & rigorous training. When this was 
over, the draft entrained in cattle trucks for the front. What 4 ? 
sourney! Slow, peep Ort gh ie, the men keeping up thely spirits by 
singing. : | | ast : 

At the rail head the draft formed up, donned their equipment’ and 
rifles,and commanded by an officer,marched off on their final yourney 
40 the front, 

The scene hud changed. In place of pretty cottages and populated 
Villages,Rob suw the blackened ruins of farmstesads; great holes in 
the field sof beet where German shells hed fallen. Not a Villager in 
6ient,only the famitiar kheki uniform of the troops,field kitchens, 
shell dumps,and the smell of SUE DOWER: 

"An unhealthy soot, this, Bob, " suid Gearge as they marched at 


Not mach like home. I'd gives good bit to. be back there 


So would 1. Bot there’s not much: chance of that for sometime, 1 
expect. We'll be lucky if we e6ét out of this with « whole skin" 

ar well, o's just Like life, Laushter and sorrow. Life: und 
death, That's the sum total of man's existence” OM 

Night had fallen when they ceused GHC Their heavy packs 
were heaped up in « field. Battle Order was the command - just «a 
haversack with iron rations, riflesemmunition and & scoade. 

9 





Wheatts this for, Sergeant. ee 


"You! know when you get. up theres We've just ‘taken 


7 aere (S46 communication trench to dig. Look slippy. reeon t 
‘Remembér no smoking,no talking and mind where you tread, Stand: 
when the Very Lights go up. We don! + want -derry to spot us gc ast 9 
: Silently the Company trudged 4long the duck-boards, sometimes — 
wading through slush snd water, where huge pools had. gathered. Flashes 
from the howitzers’ end big guns blazed up. Machine-guns went rat= =a 
tot. , - 
“Phe sir had a fetid smell. It was like entering 4 house of the 
dead.Once in the trenches tne earaes of dead bodies” we s evident to 


eit. : : f 
Bob recoiled in:horror as he saw, in the Light .of the. moonsa tail 
saunt figure with outstretched hand lying lifeless on (he SOp Of ‘the 
purapete ah : pie: 

IT he t's nothing,mate', Suid Jeff, an old- soldier, "Tt" only a 
bloody -Prussian. He's nappo, wll PLONE. 

Bead-like eyes peered down at the shuffling men from the parapet- 
the ravenous eyes of an army of fats 5, pureeine their sae Like. Boe 
amomest the dying and the dead. : | . 

"What a stink, Bob". 

ee should SGV 80s What is it Peay ts 

-Phat 's: Dead Man's Trench | » my lad,answered Jeff. "No time to 
bury the poor blight ers. They ' ve made & rampart. of then ae keep peek 
the Bo sches". : 

"Good God! What « Life, Bob", | oe ee Gr 

In and out, left and right, through mud and slime; stumbling over 
wires,blindly following the offieer; treading Over rotting bodies, that 
yielded softly to iron-shod boots. ee ee 

"Come on you Bellows. Quietly. Quietly. Out here over the parepert. 
String yourselves out at two-yard intervals. You've 20%. to dis your- 
Belves:in.o Be sharp about it", said. the Offiter, ee 

Bob’ serambled. out. into-No Man's Land,his limbs trembling, his 
heart thudding madly. ogi 

"Get at: it. This treneh has got: to be dug Del MOTTA es Remember | 
there's men over there in the line without @ bite to eat. AOE y depend 
on you for their Ceo es : 

Overhead the shells é and -bore ied Wed» king frichttul 
explosions as they eae: ny tine ty Shedd get ducked 
instinctively,but re never tO sale Ee soades ve wOnees. nerder 
than he nad ever: done in ea ae, He.felt Bis 1ife denended 355 73 
end though the sweat rolled down his  Slanched and terrified face, he 
never eeused his efforts. | : oo es 

'otretcher bearers. Stretcher bearers. Lieut. Smith is Ait. 
Hurry ups Pass the vord atone". - : | 


om 
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SRL through the nent: the Shell barrage never ceaged, Men were 

i, Some Lay - wellowing in their blood. Those who could walk were 
assisted down the Vine. But the trench wus finished. Tie ay tO the 
‘front- dine Was opened and Bob's company came back for 4 rest. 
Tired and WOT owe with Ais, exertions, Bob lay down on the moist 
earth,rolled his @reat-coat on ae him gnd went to skéep« It was hg 
first baptism. under Eee: and it ould live in his memory OP AVels 
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“SLopE N Goas TO LOND a 


At home in Aberduron the months rolled on. Lieyn;us yet, showed 
no signs of a ‘war béing on. Farming went on just the same. UA Pitele> 
more ploughing, more intensified gericulture,;but 411 so peaceful ana 
quiet. . pe : : S : 

Blodwen grew rostiess. The long Spells of waiting for Letters 
from the. front, proved enxiougs moments. One day she saw an adyere~ 

Scement’ in the ‘Lleyn Herala'’ asking for voluntéers ai 4 nursing 


Home for wounded Tommies. She had attended local. elusses under tne 


Red Gross at home,und felt she ought to do’ something to help the men. 


who weré fighting so. gellently for home and countrye. 

She applied. and week tater arrive ed*in London. to take her Sant 
in the work of! oot okaine to*the sick and’ wounded. Her: work prougnt 
her many compensations, and in. mimistering to the, sick and. wounded, 
ehe became, in u very short eee of the. mos st popular: nurses in 
the hos pital, - : 

One day a butch of, wounded men eee by ‘train. They were 
ly installed into beds “in various wards. In Blodwem's ward taere we 
@ young Welshman. Speaking in. their own tongue to’ each other, eatab- 
lished « bond of friendship und they were goon calling.each other, 


Blodwen and Griff. 
"What regiment were you in, Griff me, 
Why tie comouthshire’ e, Blodwen" 
WPhetts the same réch ent as Bob. 
HW 6 Bou?" 
Why ny eucebneuy ypt,of course". 
ttetts see. Surely you don't mean Bob Griffith, from Aberduron ? | 
"7 do. Do you know him ? cs | 
know him! Why Sob Griffith saved my Life. I wouldn't be here 
toga, if (tf Ween't Tor him, Hé ought to have had the..V.C. A grand 
fellow, Bob", | : 
Blodwen's heart swelled with pride,at Griff's glowing test 1mony 
to her eee : | | : 
"Yes,Bob carried me in from No Men's Land when we were up at 
Bethune. The Germans were shelling heavily at the time. I was hit “in 
the leg and unable to Welk. How he got me through the barb-wire 
: sat 
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louie dent tetas into our ‘trench,is 4 mystery. I'm no. thicken. He 

eked his: Life oe ees pine ee ee mane: iid ai 
odd Sporty 2% : Se ee nu se 
: NT wonder where he is now" 

"T shouldn't wonder if: the. battalion's at Passchenduele.. That | Ss 
where we were due’ to go,when I got this packet", . 
; Paney meeting yousand you knowing Bobs : 

"Bob's « lucky fellow. 1 wish I'd known you first". 

Wins erate 2. 

"You know why. I neue von, Bl gawen', 

toh, T éare fo'no one but Bob, but I like you's 

"T wish you liked me better’. 

‘ {Don't be so silly, Griff. Why-you have only known me 4 few days, 
and bere you are making & silly of yourseli”. 
"Dm not silly, “T'm° in earnest. : oe. 
6 "Well then,don't make me unhappy. Bob and T have known each other 
sinée.we were Lattle children going oe school together. MiG Ie ak a 
in gli to each other!. 7 | | : ; 

"A111 vight,Blodwen, I'll dry up! 

The weeks parsed fe Boonen in her de tty ‘routine dathec., 
saw Griff. almost every day. A bond of friendship sprang up between 

them, but Griff. never again openly declared himsel?, though his eyes 
Lit up with joy when he saw Blodwen coming into the ward. ey 
Then Griff. Willisms was pronounced fit. and received opders. to. 
return to his depot, 

"Goodbye Blodwen Dache IT hope to see you again" 

“Goodpyé Griff. I°11 Ley ¢ remember YOuns 

Ppp tb vot love me? th 

“"T Tove both you,and Bob,but I love Bob. more then anybody else 
in the wide wore", 

"Will you write to me, Blodwen.? 

"OP course; oval". = , : 8 

And Griff. Williams,with onm-ache in his heart, returned to his 
depot to join « draft for Franc Ge 3 
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cE MONTHS ROLL ON, 





AND 





‘A soldier is not made in.a day', i¢ an old Gaying ap 17 oon 
Bob end wis comrades, raw recruits Puen ‘Blighty ', some weeks se ae 
finally settle down. But 4 week under fire was worth months of ~ 
training in BPheland. The fear of deuth,»and living in the Greene, 
brought the men together like one great family. They joked through 
the grim episodes of warfare. They lyughed and. seng, even sa Their 
hearts were negvy. 

From’ the Somme, the Division travelled to Laventie and Bethune. It 
Was quiet enough there. A picnic compared with the Somme. After 
Le 
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few montis, there Was enother shift. this eee FO. Nieuport, where 

- instead of a baptism of fire, they cee a baptism of gas. The 
Germans sent over Mustard Gus,and many of Bob's comrades were cauzn 
napping. ‘The dressing stations were full of men*with smart tno ea, 

and bandaged: faces ~ & pitisgble sight to ade - and some: were. 
destined to be blind for life. : 

‘Prom Nieuport to Passchendaele - the deadliest theat se of the 

Wer — going-in and coming out of the trenches. A few day's rest, 
clean up and back aftain in. mud end-slime, amidst the whizg-bangs 

and the’high explosives - oo fucing the spectre Death, hourly 

and deily,until Bob almost wished the end would SON s 

He had got to the ae when nothing mattered. Hagerly he recei- 

ved his letters from home. from tiie Tether, from Bidduen. , They were 

the only rays of sunshine.in his life. | 

The company. moved up at ‘eve to hoes enon lane pOSTGLONS. of 
oe Ridge. Silently along the duck-bosurds plodded Bob ana 
his comrades. The mud was treacherous, for once off the duck-boards 
and its suctive power imperilled the life of the man within its 
Grip. sa & a 

_ A. MacBine-gun Sergeant stumbled, slipped off the boards and fell 
into 4&4 deep hole. Sob and his comrades tried to drag him. out, but 
Moe @yil smelline mud hela. grimly tight.. 1t, was dark ond reining and 
no one could see very well. They stumbled and Clutched 4t euch 
other to regain their beulunce.: When the next Very Light Snob UD» 
Gergegnt Smith had disappeared. - BUMied within sieht of -siccour, 
Muched 17 by the Band of désth in slimy Du cochentosle yn. 

The line was reached. What was it but 2 line of Shell Holes, thiniy 
held, without cover,inee deep in water, overshadowed by German, planes; 
shelled and. strafed uUnintermittently. A. a fole,ie ever there 
One. ne 5 : : : ee 

Throughout The Night the straring went. on. Shellie 
feet away; shells moaning overheads A casualty heres 
there. Blood oe oe as - soul.and body - & slashing rain 
dn his face: the fctid stench of dead bodi ee. the sickly 
gas. A. bully bie it AS Gold tea from & petrol can 
the waw. ~ Such Were Bok's impressions as he leaned 
and nudged. ie eer Genrce, 

At last. dawn Cam0 ang With it. a deafening roar. [he earth gave 
Wey Oeheath fis feet and the light of the sky went out. Was it dexnth 
at Last ?  2oy Winutes later he wac bPing Hetled.out by. hig 
companion. 4 | | | hey 

MA near shave,bob, If that shell had dropped a yard neurer, we'd 
have been Blown sky highs 3 neal so thine os Lye 

"What's this", called P : 

And: bending down to peer into 4 nee wey shell hole, he saw five 
Voune-icds,uendine in a cirele,playing « game of curds. But biood 
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was coursing co their faces. Their eyes: were staring aeteey ue 
into the sky. Their clothes smelt of éxplosive. He- Abed down » into: 
the hole and shook each one. a sre wus NO responses > = aes 

"Good God,George. Déad 4s 4 doorngil. Tt must: have been a aa rect 
Bite My, Weren ’ tt we lucky. As ae ‘eid, nother yard jesus me 'd have c= 
Been napoo'. 

"whose that in the eorner. Why it's Jin Black. Het “g ont 19. What 
a shock for his mother. I knew her well. She'll be heartbroken. He 
was on only 80n,and his father ie deady LP have to write when we. 
pone Gly e | : oe 

"Come on, George. ie'd better move further over. This pla ce is 
unhealthy. Jerry must ote got the range all right". c 
: "Keep still,Bob. There's 4 Jerry overhead. He! egistering the 
‘hits. Hope he doesn't find us. It won't want Loe nore like: that te. 
wipe the lot'of us. out. Gees what & narrow shave, poy 

"Here's the Corporal, George. 7 wonder when we're velieved", 

"Well, boys,anything unusugl ?. 

"Only Tive casualties in the next shekl hole Corporelt: 

"Whe t about stretcher bearers" e 

"There's no need, Corporal. They 're:¢ gil Guad. A aires Bi I 
should imagine : , 

'Wwhewe Jerry’ se getting the range atl right. Wel Lk piveve er: wnind, 
we're relieved to-nisht". ae 

WOnod.s Lill be: glud ofa Long rest utter ei this 

VA week “or. two, my lad,and then I'm afraid you'll be. here agin" 


As. darkness descended over the shell racked earth, the relieving 
party arrived. ns 

"What.s it..like,¢ era ae here ? ", 

WeToody awiul, 1 can tell youe Shelling day and eights, one herdly 
y bit OF cover. T "in glad we're leaving. Cheerio and good luck", 
ynswered deff, the old sbi al ey, 

A sodden band of soldiers trudged aeevi ay down the duck-bourds. 
Their eyes weary with want of sleep. Their tunics end puttees caked” 
with.mud.. They appeared like the remnents of o Lost Legions: 

And so what was left of the company poured into the sha tt ae | 
streets of Yores to their reeling place Ter the nipnt.< On ine 4 
wien the sun was up, these mind-and-body weary soldiers vould be 
cleaning themselve eg up for. ig hana and preparing to march a Tew 
Kilos to a place of rest, where Tor so time they could. Indulge i the 
spirit of forgetfulness. 3 

Such is Life. Sorrow one minute. eee: the next. 


-ON A BEAGH IN LLB. 
In October 1917 Blodwen obtained & week's Leave. ‘and came aes as 
> her mother. She found few changes in the village, except that tang’ 
La 

















‘of the village youth had enswered theiy country ! 8 cull and were, by 
now,serving overseus. She met Bob's father in the village. 
"Well,Blodwen. Home again, eh! ". 
Nonty: for, a week, ir. Griffith. Have you eee from Bop. lately 7" 
"Just a curd. He doesn't seem to know when he'll be coming home” 
a pa pieted him home on leuve ue 4206 He ! 3 Lone overdue" 
"Perhaps he'll be home soon,now" cs . 
"T do hope so’. 
Near ‘the Bakery, Blodven met her old friend, Jinny Jones. 
WWelt I never, I thought pee "1 gone Lor wood; Blodwen". 
"A week's leave you know’ 


























"HOW s London * '", 
: A great piece, but I'q rather be puck home 1 Lleyn, Too noisy ay 
for me". 

"Ah, yes. Home's best. Heard the news ? ". | : 

Po diat 16) in 7" 5 


WBiphte sen bodies huve been washed ushore at He 11's Month. 
Torpedoed by « German submarine’. | 

ot eel. 

"t'm going there this afternoon, Are you coming ? " 

"AIL vight, after dinner". 


In the afternoon the two friends walked into the viene of 
Lianengan, and Blodwen, looking up at the venerable old building built 
by St.Hngan in the 6th century,wondered whut the Saint and his 
followers would think of the present crisis. Crowds of people had 

assembled on the sandy beach gt Hell's Mouth. They were watehing the 
Yarmcarts carry ing away the bodies of the drowned. One young man was 
g wireless operator, und his home was at Ayr, Scotland. a 


UThie dec terrible, Blodwen, don' t you think SO. So young to die 
and with life before hin" 

"Yeg,dinny. But you know the suy ing ‘In Life we are in death! 
Ss Bone the hour or the duys Perhaps it is us well", 





('Pernaps so. [1 wish dt wos over". . , 
Seco 0, é 
When the Last ‘of ane podi Les Nad been carted away, the villegers 
gathered together in. groups to talk and ‘comment sn what they had ay 
Se elle: i : 


: Blodwen, sick at heart, turned homeward, to walk back over the Rhiw 
Mountain to her home, Her thoughts constant ly turmed to her sweet= 
heart.Would he ever come back? Would the war be soon over ? . Winter 
Sunshine glinted on the slopes of the Penarfynydd BOR es Purple 
patches of heather clung to the slopes of the hills: the bracken was 
“prowning on the fell. The curlew called from the moorlands; lowing 
herds were grazing in the Welbey. «So beautiful, So neaceful ana 
Guiet. Mar removed from war. In & world all its OWNe 
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Blodwen passed through the village t6 her home on- the © mounta ine 
In her heart there wus 4 great sudness, but her -hope ti pace in ee 
above. | Lt oe 


“WOUNDED UNTO DEATE 


The battalion were once more moving into thé Line at base onae sie 
+ was -dawneand zero hour for the attack on the German trenches. Up 
slong the Menin road,past dud=shells, discarded stefl- helmets, and the 
dead Aying in their hundreds on the cold damp 6arth. German soldiers 
and British Tommies, with deathly grey fuces - bayoneted, torn with 
shell splinters, B08 spattered, hee glassy ey eS staring out upon. 
an unseen Word: Tere task, ut Leust,wWwas over. Thay were their 
eountry's heroes, und it mattered Be to them,for they were dead. 
Tt was thet mysterious hour of the day whe night and day seen 
one,when the balance of life Mungs by the merest’ Peres when alk the 
world seems to stund still ~ ee WEDS La eae 
dawn when wectivities begin. es 

At. the command of an officer the men spread out in enna onder 
tons files of them cP éeping up to tie attack with figed bayonet a 
their senses alert to every movement of the shell- eae 6 grounds 

No Longer were the men marching. Their movements had € ssumed the 
instinctive suneness of; the beast - int ent-wetching, mein Weuda: Low 
down, their shoulders hunched; their. bayonets. held tightly in their’ ” 
numbed Hendeyce arching for. uneven folds in tne ground; stumbling. f Pall 
ing, but always up asain ini a twinkling . ee 

~ Bob Griffith~followed:: behind the Corporal. His mind wae ince 
whirl - 6 torment in which -hope,fear and the greed for lite were 
uopermost., Througn eos ivil of shells and bullets, ducking and erouch- 
ing,the men moved tp steadily. There wee no turning back now. 

The front ranks were shouting. Their voices rose above the 
screeching shells ond roaring dutunatione, At list they: ape eh evips | 
with the Bosches. They ure cheéring. The Line 2s taken. — But Bob Talis 
like a hunted beust in his tracks. Blood is streaming over aes tunis 
His vifle falls with a clatter from his’ shattered hand. His legs are 
sagging. He fulils. upon the blood sogked battlefield, He lies moaning 
in pain. The dawn is up but he does not sec it,for his eyes are — 
closed... The sting of steel is in- Ate flee) the blood is } trickling 
from his side. George,his comrade, bends over him. : 

| Uhpe you Hit, Bob? ‘4 aS ee 
"Yes,badly. A drop of water,4 drop of water,for the love of God". 
o-Uiere you ure, BOD", and: George. places his water-bottleée to his 
Se Lips. Bob takes a deep gulp and slumps back on the mud- 
et Ked eurthne ae oe oe : : ; : 
"Stretoher beaverd. Strete cher beurers", 
16 
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They left the limp body of Robert Griffith on to the stretcher 
and plunging over. the sodden ground, made for the Dressing Station. 
Bob is still conscious, though his body is weak. He thinks, O God «am 
T to die ? Sixteen months out in France,twenty years of age and 1 : 
feel my life ebbing fust. Shall I live to reach the Dressing Station? 

"Oe God, hurry up". } a ee | 

"We'll be there in u few minutes, Bob. Don't worry,you're ell | 
right for Blighty". a | : 

~ “gheil I live to see Blighty". eee , 

#¥ou're 411 right,sonny. Don't worry. You're out of this pucket. 
You'll be in Blighty in senother month,never fear". 

Bob's thoughts turn to his native village of Aberdaron.e He thinks 
of his father on the farm in the Lleyn ‘gopselands. He can hear the 
voice of Blodwen above the tumultous rour of the guns, He sees uguin 
her smiling face. He can hear ufar off the choir singing inthe ; 
ehupel gt Deunaent. Their voives come to him through the whistle of 
shells end the rour of explosives. But he feels so eolde 

The M,Osbends over the stretcher. Bob can hardly see his face. 
His eyes are dim. Is he going blind ? His breath comes in gasps. 

"9 God am I to die ? ". : . 

The Doctor whispers to his orderly. Bob ¢an extch the words, 
"He's going,poor lad". : , : : 

There is no hope,only in Thee. 


Our father which urt in heaven, 
Hallowed be thy nate, 


Thy Kingdom. come, 
Thy will be done on earth 
oe 1G 26°41 Neavon, « 
Give US tO S day OR NE ae ee 
ALL THINGS HAVE AN ENDING, 
- Blodwen was idiy.turning over the pages of 4 newsptper i the ” ¥ 
reading room at the hospital. She turned,as was her wont, to the 
casualty lists,und there staring in her face were the wordst- s 


Bee. R.Griffith, 55437,Killed in Action. : 

The paper dropped from her nevvoless fingers. She fell down on 
the floor. Her friend, Nurse Smith,rushed to pick her up. Her lips 
moved but no words came forth. Her face had on it the pallor of 
deathe : : 

‘whet is it,Blodwen. Speak to me,deur". 

tpobert. - Robert - Robert", were the only. intelligible 
words the nurse heard. And- then Blodwen fainted. . 

Tt was some months before Blodwen recovered herself completely. 
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in the meantime the news of Robert Griffith's death was Peeeived in 
his native villuge with dismuy,for Bob was one of the most populer 
leds in the district,His father was ‘stricken.Bob and he had been more 
Like brothers than futher and son.ethey had worked together, talked & 
fished together. ‘Absence mukes the heart grow fonder’ and so it had 
in William Griffith's cyse. He loncéd: to see his menty son agein. But 
‘ his body lay in 4 foreign soll,far from his native land.In the pt ood 
? red soil of Flanders, where Biuod red poppies prow. 
As the war cume bo g close Blodwen came buck to her native village, 
with all its poignant memories of Bob. She busied herself with housé- 
hold tusks,and us time went on, grew more composed. One day the post- 
iMen delivered « Hives She recognised the writingsit was 6 note Tron 
Griff, Williams: ‘Désrest Blodwen, I huve just beom discharged tyon 
the army.I‘'m home i oetin oE was-So sorry to Near sboutv Bom, ££ have bean 
thinking about you day and nighte! terider my sincerest sympethies. 
When you feel Like it write, me a “bong Letbery Gomme Hnd vatey Wee us 
whenever you like, with deepest love from Griff. ; 

Blodwen's ‘eyes filled with tears as she finished reading orife's 
letter, © In the next few months oh nace took place, ! Blodwen's motnaer 
pussed away; so did William Griffith. A few weeks after the death of 
her mother,Blodwen went away to Dolgelley,to visit Griff and his 
parents. Griff. met her at the stations : oe 

"Welcome to Dolgelley, Blodwen". 

Wye Griff. how you've: grown “. | : a 

"Oh, soldiering mukes-4 man of yous Come on, tne Old TolLks are 
Waiting to see you". © And so Blodwen-cume Home to: Dolgelley.ter 
stay lasted & month and then one dey in uw Little echureh amidst the 
Welsh hills she was married to een npete ier ed a fo wac a quiet affair, 
for in both hearts there lay a: greut sorrow - one had lost 4 loyal 
friend und the other « fond lover . . 

° © ° 6 ° 6 Qo °o e e @ 

In 4 cemetery in France there ure su thougend crosses. When the 
moonbesms play on the waving grasses oes stunted trees, these crosses. 
stund out like spectres from the past. Row on row, as if they were 
soldiers marching on parade,only they never. move. | eee 

In. thet. simple churchyard, where oll is now neueg; there<is8 a. os 
oleain marked Crosse Py ay VON 
ave, only 225 eription reads: 
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